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Th& Sun hath set ; 
Yet o^er the land still blooms that woiidrous gloW) 
Still shine the topmost peaks, and down below 

The vale is full of light, 

And gloomy night 

Cometh not yet. 



And, dear, we part ; 
Yet while thine image holds its constant sway, 
Kindling my inmost soul> still shines Love's day; 

Stronger than Death is Love, 

From Heaven above 

Heart answers heart* 

K. I^ 





Shaking the laurels, as we pried between 

To watch the March sun rising ; as he came 

The air was blithe with distant bells, and songs 

Of birds on many a tree, carolling hymns 

To wanton Spring ; uncounted viol'ets 

Woke, breathing perfume from their purple lips. 

Eastward, across the sea, a shining way 

Led straight and level to the open gates 

Of heaven ; but for a filmy curtain there, 

A primrose veil, slighter than subtlest web 

Of floating gossamer, we might have seen 









y 



Dim shapes of angel-warders. Then the haze 
Thinning by times showed gleams of splendours pale, 
Like gems beneath lace fringes on the breast 



Of some bright Queen. 



Down with the ebbing tide^ 



Beside the fairway buoy and rouad the isle 
A steamer slid ; clinging to shroud and spar, 

From stem to poop stood scarlet-<:oated lads 

With waving caps, and songs, and ringing cheers, 

Prompt at a word to slaughter or be slain 

Unheeding. They were bound across the line 

In trackless bush to quell the fierce Zulu, 



To waste away in fever camps, to lie 

Wounded, athirst upon the waterless hill, 
Dreaming of tinkling-rills and ferny combes 
In dewy Devon. 

So the spell was marred. 
The mirror ruffled. Fast the war-ship sped 
By Penlee's rock-barbed headland ; engine throb, 
And all the chorussed tumult died away. 
It died away, but trailing wreaths of smoke. 
Serpent-wise, all the fairy radiance soiled — 
Tarnished the serene purity. Working day 
With sordid fears and cares, and strife and death 
Oulglared the vision. Paradise was gone. 
The glory seemed but cloud, the dew but tears. 



Poems. 



II. 



THE CLEOPATRA. 



OCI'OBER 14, 1877. 



She lies abandoned in the moiling waves, 
Fraught with memorial of a far-off clime 
Carved in forgotten characters, which Time 
Has wasted with his sands ; alone she braves 
Night and the storm, while tireless Ocean raves 
Around her; plunging low or borne sublime 
Constant, mid instability, the prime 
Of morn she waits, when the deliverer saves. 

World-wearied heart, that o'er the thankless foam 
Bearest some record of a sunnier plain, 
Darkness, deep seas, and loneliness are thine ; 
Hope and endure until the Day-star shine, 
Till the fierce surges sink to peace again, 
Till the Deliverer find and draw thee home. 
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III. 



EtJRYDICE. 



Sunday — March 24, 1878. 



From a warm nook on Ventnor's grassy steep 
We watched a ship returning o*er the deep 
From seas where Winter bends his lip to smiles, 
Nor blanks the beauty of the Summer Isles 
With deathly frost. Before the breeze she came 
White-winged as Hope — Eurydice her name. 

^Twas Sunday afternoon as mid the thyme 
We lay and listened to the wavering chime, 
On March winds borne, of distant village bells 
Blent with bird-music out of Springtime dells ; 
Ah, that sweet air — each swirl of passing foam — 
To light young hearts was whispering, " Home, 

sweet Home,'' — 
A low-roofed home, perchance, 'twixt cliff and sea, 
Where hangs a print of our Eurydice. 
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Trust neither gale of March nor fickle Spring ; 
Bid Hope not strain too high the venturous wing ; 
Winds moan their dirge ; for pall yon landward 

cloud 
Is spread ; weave snow and surge the clinging shroud. 
As once the master s lyre with tenderest tone 
Claimed his bright wanderer from the shades 

unknown, 
So vainly wistful love, till daylight fail, 
Shall, seaward bending, woo thy vanished sail, 
Hapless Eurydice ! in sight of shore 
The depth engulphs thee — to return no more. 



UX'-'-i 
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IV. 



THE COLOURS of the TWENTY^FOURTH. 

April 8, 1879. 

Over rough rocks — down the steep glen — 
Slipping in blood — on slaughtered men — 

Stout charger, prove thy speed ! 
No time to shun the treacherous stone, 
No time to pause for dying groan, 

So desperate the need. 

From every block that strews the dell 
Leap fleet-foot forms with charging yell 

Bullet and assegay; 
While through the eddying throng and smoke 
Dark figures bend o er fallen folk 

Like carrion birds of prey. 

Man mid such chaos scarce can know 
Hours from minutes how they go ; 
The past seems present, long ago 

The red wreck left behind ; 
Half it is real, half appears 
The veteran tale of bygone years 

Familiar to his mind. 
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Of Chilian walla's stubborn field, 
Where reckless valour fain to yield, 

Counted each step with slain : 
Where round the colours, one by one, 
Fighting, their guardians fell, and none 

Those standards might regain. 



Out from the stabbing, spoiling band, 
His colours grasped with strenuous hand, 

A horseman gains the shore, 
Wounded, reeling, steadfast still 
His task of honour to fulfil, 

Conscious of little more. 



Giddy as one in troubled dream 
He sees the whirling waters gleam, 

He feels the plunging spray ; 
A while the gallant charger swims 
Mid ghastly faces, clutching limbs, 

Then swiftly swept away. 



In eddies by the farther bank 
Horseman, horse and banner sank ; 

Sank, and the shore so nigh I 
A crippled comrade turned again. 
And drew his friend to land. In vain ! 



hssss^X^SSB^ 
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Dimpling the waves like thunder rain 

The glancing bullets fly. 
Content, now English soil was won, 
To feel the sands of life were run — 
The life was nought, the task was done — 

The pair sat down to die. 

Honour, some preach, is but a name. 
And man the only fool of Fame, 

A bubble on the sea ; 
But bards shall sing how Melville fell, 
And tears and triumph mingle well 

For him and such as he. 
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V. 



ON THE OPENING OF THE SYDNEY 

EXHIBITION, 1879. 



Motto. — **Irruimus stulti qua caelestes tremuere. 



>f 



The world is old — the world is ever young — 

A million ages sweep 
As transient breezes o'er the rippling deep 
Of infinite existence; we among 

Waste fragments on the sea 
Rise on a surge to scan immensity. 

Still from the buoyant wreckage of the past 

New forms of life appear, 
Ripening successive with the ripening year, 
Linking, in various unity, the last 

With that to come ; and still 
Ourselves the centre, drift where'er we will. 

We are the latest foam-bell on the wave 
Where empires swelled and burst 

Leaving a stain of blood ; but us no thirst 

Of conquest parches ; freedom, peace, we crave, 
And that unquestioned sway 

Of nature's law, which they who rule obey. 
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But strange the youth which its duration counts 

By cycles so immense 
Their revolution baffles mortal sense; 
Were our life-seconds years their full amounts 

Would be of scant avail 
To tell the steps on that stupendous scale. 

What centuries rose and lapsed while far from shore 

The coral, grain by grain, 
Was piled in barrier reefs ; where the mad main 
Dashes tormented billows evermore, 

Impptent to corrode 
The cell an insect reared for its abode. 

What eras blank while, with expanded sail, 

Moas, fork-plumed Emus, 
Scoured the wilderness ; while Kangaroos 

Bounded and browsed ; and many a creature frail 

Perished and left no trace; 
And yet no form was seen of human race, 

Till from the islands northward roaming came, 

Mere vaguely feeding herds — 
Dusk, homeless tribes ; under the boughs like birds 
They slept, and strayed at morn with no fixed aim ; 

And ocean poised with land 
Swayed as a balance in the Maker's hand. 
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Ever as Time draws closer to our eyes 

More rapid seems the beat 
Of his wide wings ; where sky and mountain meet 
Scarcely they move, but when he nearer flies, 

All view of points afar 
His pinions hide, sweeping from star to star. 

All the night long upon abysses dark 

Clear points of splendour shine, 
Fading at dawn, till in the radiant shrine 
One glowing light absorbs each tiny spark ; 

When burns the perfect day 
Knowledge shall swallow up each minor ray. 

'Tis twilight yet. From the Pacific rim 

Uprose the morning-star 
Of Australasian night ; above the bar 
Of early mists he saw the coast-line dim. 

In breathing bronze his form 
Stands, as he faced the savage and the storm ; 

As, wafted shoreward by a flattering breeze. 

He viewed our ranges bold. 
The forest garment hiding heart of gold; 
Intricate depths of dell, whence to the seas 

The silver-foaming rill 
From ferny ledge to ledge is leaping still ; 
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Saw tranquil harbours where a thousand fleets 

With cable slack may ride ; 
Saw leagues of garden fair with blossoms pied, 
Unknown, untended, that a whist wind greets 

As if the leaves between 
Nature was sighing for her charms unseen ; 

As on the feast of meek Saint Valentine 

In Karakooa bay 
The dauntless sailor fell in casual fray ; 
Offering the islands that Circean wine 

Sweet, pleasant to the eye, 
Which men of feebler races drink, and die. 

His knell was knoUed a hundred years ago, 

Since when, to manhood come, 
We claim this island continent a home 
For soul and body unrestrained to grow, 

Unlike six-cornered cell 
Wherein plump honey-bees contented dwell. 

The bounteous gifts of peace to celebrate 

This joyous fabric rose 
Rich master-works of nations to enclose. 
That mind with wedded mind associate 

May to a focus bring 
Or patient thought, or fancy wandering. 
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We welcome every tribe and every name 

From every wind that blows 
Borne through the brilliant Frenchman's strait, or 

those 
Who, ocean-cleaving, sighted as they came 

The iceberg's blue-veined side 
Rolled on Antarctic billows furlong-wide. 

Spaniard and Greek, the Teuton and the Frank, 

Italian, Russ and Swede, 
The twin Americas — but why proceed 
To tell the legions thronging rank on rank ? 

Weak modern ears and lips 
Shrink from a catalogue like Homers ships. 

Our welcome is as general as the globe ; 

But yet our hearts will rest 
With one sweet lady "throned by the west," 
Her name insuUied as her ermine robe ; 

Who sorrow-stricken knows 
To pour the balm of love on others' woes ; 

Whose Royal Consort strove with ready brain 

The palace to design 
That should all art and handicraft combine 
In concord. He the frieze of Mammon's fane 

Inscribed with golden words-:- 
" The earth with all her fulness is the Lord's.'' 
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Now let the music swell 
In clearest strain 
A full triumphant, peaceful note ; 

The cannon's hoarser throat 
Boom out of harmless victory to tell 

Until the hollow hill 
Reverberate the sound again 
And yet again, and fainter, farther still. 

Now let the high mast show 
The banners fair 
With manifold device, that all who come 
May see their country's ensign there, 

And seeing know 
Here they may claim a home; 
Our hearts are not too small 
To welcome every guest, find room for all. 

Nor let the blithest joy 

Be lacking here — 

The winsome song and laugh of girl and boy. 

Their bright and fearless eyes 

Whose ready tear 

Of sympathy close by the fount of laughter lies. 

Not the rarest treasure 

That here we view 

Can yield a bliss so pure, 

That will so firm endure. 

As loving, aiding, seeking others' pleasure — 

And so, adieu. 

c 
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VI. 



THE PRINCE IMPERIAL. 

(Through clear rolling surges, 

By bulwarks lichen-grey, 
The weird world cable from the depth emerges 

To upper day, 

Thrilling from either hemisphere 

Words of joy and tidings drear. 

Many a pulse will faster beat 

As glancing wires the words repeat ; 

Many an anxious mother listen 

With lips that tremble, eyes that glisten, 

Waiting, pacing to and fro, 

For the news of weal or woe.) 

Lorn islet in a waste of time, and wave. 

Whose badge of honour is an empty grave, 

Did thy story-haunted height 

Mark the Imperial Eaglet wing his flight 

Beneath the Southern Cross in quest of fame 

Pursued by an exacting name, 

And fondly dreaming to atone 

Some life, another's forfeit, with his own. 
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Stainless was he, blithe of cheer, 
True and tender, void of fear. 
Something rash ; his house's pride 
Peril frankly has defied. 
Striven by force of heart and brain 
Laughing Fortune s grace to gain. 
Laughing Fortune blindfold stands, 
Crowns, and smites with both her hands ; 
Ever strikes the maddest blow 
When she lays her darling low. 

And she, the mother, sits alone 

In her house of banishment 

Brooding on her lost content. 
The distant music sounding like a moan. 
All for grief the closer straining 
To her heart one joy remaining. 
Chiding every hour that flies 
Without a loving token for her eyes. 
(Sometimes fancy may recal 
That high day majestical 
When Paris roused an eager throng 
To meet the bridal train 

With shout, and cannon roar, and brazen clang 

Till the echoing boulevard rang ; 

Paris as laughing Fortune blind and strong, 

Then twilight shed a ruddier stain, 

c 2 
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Rockets fell in starry rain, 

Till a new dawning hushed the revellers song.) 

While she paces to and fro, 

Every hour that seems too slow 

Drives across the broad degrees 

Plunging through unruly seas 

The black steamer in whose womb 

Travels the messenger of doom. 

Under sea on lightning breath 

Flashes the subtile speech of death, 

And as her beads she numbers o'er 

The fatal herald stands beside the door. 

Was there not one to aid — not one, 

Who for honour, or for shame, 

Or for guest-hood's sacred name. 

Three seconds at the bit would bide 

Until the Prince could mount and ride ? 

(The seeming rock beneath his hand 

Crumbled into driven sand ;) 

Faithful friends were far away 

When on a twice-cursed day, 

Last hope, he gazed his last upon the sun. 

Mourn, land of generous hearts — not that he fell ; 

Death comes betimes to all, 

Only ill-doers can it ill befall. 
Who for foul swinetrough husks their birthright sell ; 
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But he, so bright, so young, 
Like the hapless Roman King, 
Lived but in promise ; now no tongue 
Shall hail the proud fulfilment (he was thine, 
The topmost offshoot of a mighty vine 
Whose fruit red-footed glory trod to wine 
And bade France drink her fill). Then bring 
Both tears and flowers ; let purple violets 

Breathe odorous regrets, 
Pile amaranthine wreaths upon his hearse, 
And join the wailing chant and slow funereal verse. 

Betwixt the rustling leaves a solemn strain 

Swells up and dies ; shudders the blinded pane 

As booms a dull report — again it sounds — again. 

Who shall bid her tears abate ? — 

Say to the disconsolate 

** Weary soul, for loftier flight 

Heavenward still thy pinions preen, 

From an earth bereaved of light 

Soar to the sun unseen '' ? 
Eja Mater ! Fount of Love ! 
Bend on hpr thy pitying eyes, 
Raise the broken heart above, 

Where her solace lies ; 
Crown in her the mourner's state, 
As thyself wast desolate. 



2 2 Poems. 



VII. 
A FIT OF LOYALTY NEAR OSBORNE- 

Among the Islands of the West 

Is throned a beauteous bird; 
The ocean sweeps around- her nest, 
But no fierce wave may break her rest, 
The snowy plumage of her breast 
May not be stirred. 

Sunshine and calm attend her flight 
Where'er she wings her way — 
She builds her nest with slabs of light, 
She floats on plenty and delight, 
Purity, peace, and gentle might 
Secure her sway. 

When tempests fill the world with dread 
And rock the thrones of kings, 

Serene she sits her floating bed, 

A sunny sky above her head. 

The wealthy deep around her spread 
And brooding sings. 



i 
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Nearer the muttering thunders creep, 

The distant flash is seen — 
But sturdy Tritons of the deep 
Who love her nest will guard her sleep, 
And He who quells the storm will keep 

Our darling Halcyon Queen. 
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VIII. 
IN VALLE CRUCIS. 

Gazing dimly backward through the silent years, 
Where once music echoed, and the voice of tears ; 
Down the dusty vista, shadow- spread, 
Spectres wan and jaded 
Flit, with colour faded — 
Waning phantoms of the past and dead. 

Ruined aisles are paven with a shattered floor, 
Every slab engraven with sepulchral lore ; 
Rifted vaults reveal a troubled sky ; 
O'er the legend solemn, 
By the mouldering column, 
Winds of autumn wail, and moan, and sigh. 

Farther must we wander in the failing light. 
Though the dim perspective foil our straining sight, 
Must, with faltering foot, uncertain aim. 
Step ; till some who love us. 
On the slab above us 
Pause a while to carve another name. 



XS^Sk 
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IX. 



THE LAACHER SEE. 

Upon the lonely mountain mere, 
On rippling line, and surface clear, 
September's breeze is warmly blowing, 
Sunset tints are warmly glowing ; 
From a leafy sea of woodland old, 
Olive and russet and crimson and gold, 
Ascends the ruined Abbeys spire, 
Like the towering spars of a ship on fire. 
To quivering arches overhead 
The forest columns branching spread, 
And wandering rays pierce here and there 
Like sunbeams tangled in wavy hair — 
My Love's dark hair which shadowy lies 
On blue-veined temples and nut-brown eyes. 
Full-tailed squirrels frisk and play, 
Shaking down with rustling sound 
Coppery flakes to strew the ground, 
And all around the wild flowers spring, 
And all above the wild birds sing — 
Sing like my Love, as roundly clear 
She carols, fancying none can hear. 
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In bubbling bounds the swift cascade 
Rushes through the half-lit glade, 
By pebble, and sedge, and mossy stone, 
Foaming, and leaping, and hurrying on- 
Pausing in pools, where lace-winged flies 
Tempt the trout that ambushed lies — 
Onward again it swirls away 
Through shade and gloom to open day ; 
Trusting long repose to take 
In the bright bosom of the lake. 
So may I, this wild life past, 
Rest on my True Love's heart at last. 
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X. 



THE NEAPOLITAN BOATMAN'S SONG. 

The brightest moon of all the year 
Has reached the full to-night ; 

The waves are leaping far and near 
To catch her magic light. 

Slowly our boat, with bubbling sound, 
Glides o'er the sapphire sea — 

From Capri's Isle we're homeward bound 
To fair Parthenope. 

The distant windows sparkle bright 

Like gems in silver frame — 
Dark looms Vesuvius on the right 

With crest of lurid flame, • 

Over the water booms along 

The dread volcano's roar, 
Blent with the lazzarone's song 

Who plies the nightly oar. 
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Yon lofty sail we scarcely mark, 

So ghostly is her hue ; 
She onward glides, like phantom bark 

Manned by a phantom crew. 

When Nature hung this globe in air, 

Two favourite spots made she — 
The forfeit garden, Eden fair, 
And lovelier Napoli. 

She formed the sea of molten gems, 
Of molten gems the sky, 

And steeped the shore in airy flames 
Of every gorgeous dye. 

With orange, myrtle, citron, vine. 
She clad the hill, the vale, 

That reckless fling their scent divine 
To every loitering gale. 

'Tis vain to stem the Ocean stream 
And roam from sea to sea ; 

Brighter than childhood's rosiest dream 
Is syren Napoli. 
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XI. 

A LEGEND OF ISCHIA. 

Beside a battlemented tower, whose ivy-crested wall 
Was once a hold of refuge from the Moorish pirate's 

thrall 
When he swept the seas of Italy in ruthlessness of 

might, 
There leans a weeping maiden, 
Like a floweret overladen 
With the heavy dew of night. 

A sunset haze of rose and gold the sky and landscape 

fills, 
It tints the burning mountain's plume, the far 

Sorrentine hills, 
And Capri on the lucid wave floats in a ruby glow ; 
But not to earth nor sky 
Is turned that lustrous eye 
I n its agony of woe ; 

Between the Isle of Procida and hoar Misenum's 

steep, 
Where the pilot's ancient tumulus looks o'er the 

glassy deep. 
She gazes on a bark impelled by twenty oarsmen 

strong. 
Until the fortress hides 
The swart and flashing sides 
As the galley foams along. 
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From her black eyes* thick fringes she flings the 

latest tear, 
And sweeps the raven tresses from that brow so 

darkly clear, 
And murmurs, brokenhearted, with voice as soft and 

slow 
As the sound of wave 
That springs to lave 
The azure grot below, 

•* Return ! The sun from heaven is gone, the light 

has fled the sky, 
" I cannot wander here alone, the air weighs 

drearily — 
*' Return, by all thy words of love, by all those 

happy hours 
** Whose moments teemed with bliss 
** When a kinder fate than this 
** Twined our thread of life with flowers. 

"Again we'll climb the mountain brow and cleave 

the cooling tide, 
! ** Or through the fragrant, dewy shrubs at early 

I morning ride — 

I **With myrtle flowers well twine our brows and 

watch each others eyes, 
" And fondly gazing swear 
" To know no other care, 
" To seek no other prize. 
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** From his nest by the arbutus the quail shall 

whirring fly, 
** The turtle in the noontide heat coo from the 

chestnut high — 
** Again beneath the trellised vines on Epomeo's 

side 
*'Well watch the stars appear 
'* Through the violet atmosphere 
**At glowing eventide. 

" Beneath the ancient fig-tree, with leaves so fresh 

and green, 

** Shall sound the clattering castanets and quivering 

tambourine, 
** Till the Tarantella's varied step shall yield in turn 

to song — 
" While the mellow air rejoices 
** To bear such liquid voices 
'* In harmony along. 

" Return ! The sun from heaven is gone, the light 

is fled with thee ! 
** I dare not linger here alone, but seek thee o'er 

the sea ! '' 
The fisherman heard a heavy plunge and gazed along 

the deep= — 
But the water closed above her 
As she called upon her lover — 
Tranquil be her sleep ! 
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XII. 



THE EPITHALAMIUM OF SPRING 



A-wooiNG virgin Winter, Phoebus came, 
And touched her barren heart with shafts of flame. 
Thawing her frozen founts to living rills, 
Unfolding dormant germs on icy hills, 
Bidding bleak blasts to genial Zephyrs turn, 
Sprinkling expectant vales from Plenty's urn ; 
While rocks, and straits, and storm-wreath far away 
Shone iris-hued beneath the eye of May. 

Earth felt the influence of a present Spring, 

And garbed her breast with flowers to greet her 

King; 
From all her censers wafted perfume rare, 
And thrilled with myriad hymns the quivering air ; 
Woke slumbrous woodlands with the cuckoo's strain 
Till fainting Echo voiced the notes again. 

Though gray our locks, sweet May still stars the green, 
Still sights and sounds of love are heard and seen, 
Still Winter grows, while hours uncounted run 
To bridal Spring, the darling of the sun. 
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XIII. 
BRITTIA; 

OR, The Ghost's Ferry. 

Chorus, 

Hist, spirits ! Hist ! 
Souls of our warriors slain, upon the night air 

sighing, 
Are floating to the strand ; 
'Twixt desolate hearth and sea, like wavering mist, 
Wait they the midnight signal for their flying 
To the gray spirit-land. 

Strophe, 

Out of the darkness bursts a fitful gleaming. 
Out of the sleeping night a sullen roar — 

The rush of wave on sand and shingle streaming. 

The flash of breaker on a battered shore ; 
Vexes no wind the gloomy water-floor 
That stretches heaving to a paler sky ; 
Within a jetty dim boats three or four 

Reel on the restless foam continually, 
And in the stream-washed glen low fisher-cabins lie. 
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Anfistrophe, 

What arm unseen the hamlet doors is shaking ? 

What means this wail resounding through the 
glen ? 
It warns the seaman that, his hearth forsaking, 

He wafts across the waves no mortal men, 
But a sad, ghostly crew, beyond the ken 

Of human touch or vision. Forth at the cry. 
Each in his turn of duty, issue then 

The oarsmen of the night the task to ply, 
Which to their Prankish lords for tribute they 
supply. 

See, spirits ! See ! 
Beyond the dark, beyond the wave, white cliffs are 

shining ; 
They mark the happy shore, 
From toil and hunger, grief and sickness free, 
Where heroes of our race, at ease reclining. 
Regret their life no more. 

By that weird call impelled the sailors hasten - 

Down the rude path their fathers' feet have 
worn, 

Past the green, slippery steps — the stakes that fasten 
Their fishing-craft to bide from eve till morn — 
On, to the outer haven's curving horn, 
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Where, just afloat, those stranger vessels ride, 
So quaintly built, as yet of crew forlorn ; 
But fit with mast and oar and spirit guide 

For ferrying the dead athwart the channel tide. 



They step aboard, they poise the oars and listen 
With downcast eyes for the expected band — 

No sound, save of the ceaseless waves that glisten 
Along the crescent length of sheltering sand 
And whisper in the weed; yet from the land 

A breath draws nigh that chills their hearts with 
dread — 
Sinking each boat till waves on either hand 
A finger-breadth below the gunwale spread, 

So ponderous the noiseless footsteps of the dead. 



The shore recedes, they, o'er smoothed billows gliding, 

Row in an hour the journey of a day, 
And swiftly cross the narrow sea dividing 

The homes of men from lone steeps, wan and 
gray ; 
Silently flits ashore the grim array ; 

The boats released, more lightly than they came, 
Joyously turn to trace the homeward way ; 

While unseen harbingers aloud proclaim 

Of each illustrious shade the title and the name. 

D 2 



36 Poems. 

In some such wise Procopius tells the stor^ 

Of this lorn island in the utmost sea. 
Where chiefs, according to the legend hoary, 

Found their abode of immortality; 
And so, across the strait with you — with me — 

Come floating phantoms death can not decay ; 
Our barks are weighty with a company 

Of viewless ghosts that still the ages sway — 
Deep with a freight of all the mighty passed away. 
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XIV. 

HOMEWARD BOUND. 

Over the liquid mountains gray 
Where Antarctic tempests sway, 
Round the cape of stormy skies 
Where the spectral Dutchman flies, 
The dues of the opulent East we bear, 
Spices, jewels, tissues rare, 
Spoils of the golden camp of day 
Over the seas and far away. 

'Scaped the cyclone's thunderous blast, 
On the blackening billows cast. 
Past the peril of the straits, 
Sea-wolves lurking round their gates, 
Shunned the iceberg's blue-veined side, 
Heaving on surges furlongs wide, 
Blithely our homeward fancies play 
Over the' seas and far away. 

A southerly breeze our canvas swells, 
And swirls the foam in glistening bells, 
Glances the dolphin's glossy side. 
Floats the bird on pinions wide, 
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While jest and tale and joyous song 
Lighten the lingering hours along, 
Till circling waters quench the ray 
Over the seas and far away. 

The port attained — the toil oerpassed, 
The weary voyage ends at last — 
His cup the reckless sailor drains, 
The careful merchant counts his gains. 
Remember those who nevermore 
Shall trim the sail or handle oar, 
Whelmed beneath the billows gray 
Over the seas and far away. 



In Memoriam, J. A. C. 39 



XV. 
FRAGMENT. 

The Eastern men, they struck with maul 

And long two-handed sword, 
And still they pressed to win the bridge, 

And strove to cross the ford. 

An arrow slew King Arthur's horse, 

A mace beat in his crest, 
A long-sword broke his hauberk bright. 

And gashed his hairy breast. 

But still King Arthur held the bridge, 

And still he cried agen, 
** For God and for fair Lyonnesse 

Stand fast my British men.'' 

Then on the bank, and in the flood. 

Many stout knights did fall. 
But still King Arthur's spearmen kept 

Their battle like a wall. 

A grisly pagan in a sark 

Sir Gawain did assail. 
Swinging a maul about his head 

As one should swing a flail. 
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Against the maul Sir Gawain's blade 

Abroad did quickly fly, 
But he smote the pagan with the hilt, 

And scat him woundily. 

Oh me, for all the gentle heads 
That day did press the lea ! 

Oh me — the streams of valiant blood 
Ran frothing down to sea! 

The Eastern men they could not gain 
One lance's length of land — 

The British men they held them back, 
But could no more than stand. 

The wounded men sank fainting down 
When back the foemen drew, 

And hateful birds did flesh the beak 
In hearts so brave and true. 

At twilight^ when the sun was gone 
The dew was hot and red, 

And either army lay in ranks — 
The living and the dead ! 
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XVI. 

The heavy twilight glooms 
Upon the gloomy sky — 
The heavy ocean booms, 
The clouds like spirits fly — 
The tears — the bitter tears of spray 
Fall as along the lofty cliffs I stray. 

Like cries of one in pain 
Wails the wind through the grass, 
The cold and level rain 
Stings as the showers pass — 
Far as the wistful eye can roam 
Is wave on wave, with characters of foam 

Among the lonely rocks, 
Old and hard and gray 
As the churl above, who mocks 
All but Mammon's sway, 
Or float or lie, like wrecked hopes, 
Timbers and twisted bolts and tangled ropes. 

Faint thy pulse and slow, 
Curfew of my heart — 
Faint the windows glow 
Where I no more have part — 
Silent and chill in churchyard loam 
The narrow house my only rest and home. 
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XVII. 

I AM far on the moonlit ocean, 

But my heart is on the land 
Where my fair young love is sleeping, 

Her cheek upon her hand. 
May slumber on thine eyelids 

Be soft as the falling dew, 
And thy dreams bright as the stars, love, 

Which glance in the circling blue ! 

'Twixt the orbed moon and me, love, 

Is a soaring wreath of snow, 
And lazily, dreamily heaving, 

Is the violet deep below — 
That cloud by the fire of heaven 

Was drawn from the breast of the sea, 
Like thoughts which fly but reach not 

From the depths of my love to thee. 

Not a living or landward sound 

Comes floating to the ear, 
Silence like a canopy 

Covers a hemisphere. 
A speck on the midnight waters 

Our little vessel lies, 
But heaven bends lovingly over us 

With myriad vigilant eyes. 
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My heart is dark in silence, 

And lonely as the sea — 
The only kindly influence 

Its passionate love for thee. 
Weary, weary this watch of life ! 

Oh, when will the morning shine! 
Welcome were sleep — the sweet long sleep, 

To this heavy heart of mine. 

Oh when on its quivering surface 
Will thy love my day-star shine, 

To cheer, enlighten, and purify 
Thy sorrowing Valentine ! 
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XVIII. 



The white birds wander o*er the sea, 

They ride amid the foam, 
When night and storm come down they flee 
To the cliff of their nested home ; 
To mate and nest, 
And happy rest : 
But I return no more ; 

Ah me] 
I may return no more. 

The snow-clouds over the kingdoms fly 

And round the mountains roam ; 
Long may they drift athwart the sky, 
But back to their ocean home 
In mist and rain 
They descend again : 
But I return no more ; 

Ah me! 
I shall return no more. 
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Home is not hearth nor roof-tree, 

But a warm and sheltering heart ; 
Wild and weary and woe is he 
Who from such home must part, 
Hoping through pain 
To return again : 
But I return no more; 

Ah me! 
I shall return no more. 
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XIX. 



When the heart is void of sadness, 
And the blood is bounding free- 



When the eye is bright with gladness, 
And the foot is light with glee — 

'Tis sweet to stray 

At break of daj^ 
By the breezy sparkling sea. 

When the heart to madness urges 

And is rent with passion's storm, 
When the blood to the temples surges 
And clouds on the spirit form — 
Then wander alone 
Where fierce winds moan 
By the wild and roaring sea. 

When the heart is fondly dreaming 

Of a future fair and gay, 
And hope the rosy cloud seeming 
Which catches the earliest day — 
Then musing gaze 
For the sun's first rays 
As he comes from the misty sea* 
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When the heart is aching wearily 

And disappointment's sigh 
Bursts from the laden breast drearily 
And sad is the vacant eye — 
Slowly roam 
In the twilight gloom, 
By the hollow-sounding sea. 

But as the shadows thicken 

And darker grows the sky, 
My heart's deep pulses quicken, 
For love's star beams on high — 
And I think of my love 
As I happily rove 
By the fathomless, bounding sea. 
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XX. 



Upon the hill he gazing stood 
At the waves which gleamed beyond the wood ; 
Nothing living seemed to be 
On the mountain, on the sea, 
In the sky, or the forest dun, 
Betwixt him and the cloud-barred sun ; 
But he watched the phantom forms that rank 
On the 'lightning edge of the dark cloud-bank, 
And the liquid amber, green, and gray. 
Where glowing vapours melt away, 
Each hue tenderer than the last, 
Changing slowly, but fading fast — 
Like the lingering sound that wavering dies 
Of last cathedral harmonies, 
Round aisle, and choir, and apse that swim 
When voices are hushed and the sight grows dim- 
When to the half-freed soul are given 
Visions of light and forms of heaven. 
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XXI. 

I HAVE a fair jewel 

Brilliant to view, 
Nought SO' resisting 

But my jewel cuts it through— 
In darkness it shineth, 

For it is true. 

I have a gay bird, 

Sweet is her song — 
She warbles through the summer 

And the winter long ; 
She is no bird of passage 

Though her wing be strong, 

I have a little flower 

Growing apace, 
It dies not in winter, 

Such is its grace ; 
For its roots strike deeply 

In a sure place. 
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XXII. 
TO-MORROW. 

Oh ! hearts are wrung by tiny hands 

And pierced by tender eyes. 
By kindly words in silken bands 

Ensnared like summer flies. 
My heart is' crushed — enchained, a prey 

To crime, remorse, and sorrow; 
For Love which gives itself to-day 

Denies itself to-morrow. 

Who flinches not from shot or steel, 

Can fire and wave endure, 
Hopeless and sick at heart, may feel 

He can nor bear nor cure 
That ill, which in a double way 

Links with deceit and sorrow; 
The Love which gives itself to-day 

Denies itself to-morrow. 

Hopeless the future — false the past — 

The present — so forlorn — 
Each day more lonely than the last. 

Too heavy to be borne ; 
Perchance my fickle sweetheart may 

(Hope from despair to borrow) 
Slight me, alas ! alive, to-day, 

But love me, dead, to-morrow. 
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xxiii; 

In the early winter morning 

As I lean by the open pane, 
The old love, the sin and the scorning, 
Throb in my heart again, 
As a long-severed limb may throb with pain. 

The cold keen stars are keeping 
Their vigil through the night, 

And they watch at noon unsleeping 
Behind a veil of light, 
With that wan gibbous moon, awhile so bright. 

A cloud, their rays may sever, 

And repentance pardon gain. 
But tears nor repentance ever 

Can bring the life again 
That was wasted and soiled — the life that was 
lent in vain. 
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XXIV. 



Cheerily through the shrouds so taut 
The lusty night-winds sing — 

Gracefully sweep the lofty spars 
As down the wave we spring — 

Fleetly as yonder stately cloud 

Before the breeze we go, 
Snow and sunshine all aloft, 

But thunder dark below — 

When in the sweltering calm we float 

On ocean's glassy dome, 
By instinct led, our gallant boat 

Still circling turns to home. 

And when the headlong tempest tears 

To cross the raging sea — 
A hasty post, perchance he bears 

A kiss, a sigh from thee. 
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The dangerous iceberg's rainbow gleam 

Has gemmed my path to-day, 
By Morna Roa's fiery stream 

My wandering feet may stray. 

The giant wave may lift his head, 

And toss his locks of spray. 
The furious blast the sails may shred, 

And rend the spars away. 

Oh ! Love survives where oceans freeze, 

Where rocks consume in fire, 
Securely braves the wildest seas. 

And mocks the whirlwind's ire. 

And rU return, my roving past, 

From flame and flood to thee. 
Loving as when we parted last 

My darling Rotoi Rie. 
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XXV. 

Among the flowers serene 
She stood, wooed by each fickle air ; 

Ah, could I play unseen 
Around her neck and kiss her hair, 
My sullen mien 

Full soon transfigured were. 

The hail or sky-born snow, 
If in her lap a while he lay. 

Would soon his shape forego, 
And melt in tender drops away — 
Ah, try me so 

Withal, sweetheart, 1 pray. 

Jove to her gracious breast 
Fain as a frighted bird would hie. 

And spoil the virgin nest — 
Not so, forsooth, would I. 
Believe me, best, 

Or, for more surety, try. 
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XXVI. 

Out on a watery balcony 

Under a watery sky, 
With spray-laden night-winds for company 

Stood my Aunt Ellen and I. 

The damp little stars came a-peeping 
From under their nebulous shroud, 

And the waning old moon was a-sleeping 
On a wind-driven bolster of cloud. 

There is virtue in love and tobacco 
To put all our woes on the shelf, 

May every one else have no lack o* 
Such treasures as well as myself. 
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XXVII. 

Midway down a rocky steep, 
Looking far across the deep, 
Folded in a dreamless sleep 

Lieth fair Parthenope. 
Over the cliff a salt wind sings, 
Over a lyre with golden strings 
Strown with violet-wreathen rings 

Of thy hair, Parthenope. 

There the shadowy bay-tree springs, 
Her love the white-starred myrtle brings. 
The long-armed honeysuckle clings 

Around thy bower, Parthenope. 
Drowsily hums the mountain bee, 
Murmuring sleeps the tideless sea. 
Whispers many a tremulous tree. 

Many a flower, Parthenope. 

Purple shadows float and flee 
Past thy sloping, thymy lea, 
Airy songsters pipe their glee, 
Music sweet, Parthenope. 



In Memoriam, J. A. C. 57 

Waters of a falling rill 
Down a darksome cleft distil 
Silvery showers the brook to fill 
At thy feet, Parthenope. 

Leucosia fair, Ligeia shrill, 
Vanish from the slumberous hill, 
Siren voices all are still, 

Mute is thine, Parthenope. 
Ah, could I the vision keep 
Of the siren by the deep ! 
Thine the fair, immortal sleep — 

The dream is mine, Parthenope. 



^8 Poems. 



XXVIII. 



As a hind for the stream where her tender fawn 

strays, 
As a bird for her brood amid sheltering sprays, 
As a castaway tossed on the weltering foam, 
My heart, oh my heart, it is yearning for home. 

The sweet breath of England is borne on the breeze, 
The heave of her breast on the broad-swelling seas, 
And over the waters for many a mile 
Gleam far-shining cliffs of the silver-girt isle. 

From the plains of this murmuring, desolate sea 
To the hills of Caermarthen fain fain would I flee, 
Where laf rolls his tribute from mountain and tarn 
By the war-splintered, bannerless tower of Laugharne. 

To the isle of the mighty, the Queen of the West, 
Though her lions discrowned show the blood on 

their crest. 
By the soft hand of slumber safe-guided I roam ; 
But my heart, oh my heart, how it wearies for 

home. 
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XXIX. 

Alone she stood in hopeful mood 

Beside the rising sea ; 
And, ** Oh ! " she cried, '' oh bright, swift tide, 
" Bringing my love to me/' 

The water beat her weary feet,' 

It rose to her bending knee; 
But still she cried, " Swift tide, strong tide, 

'* Bringing my love to me." 

The brine-drops drip from her ashy lip, 

From her cheek so wan to see ; 
And, "Oh," he cried, ** Sweet heart, sweet bride, 

" So shouldst thou come to me ! '* 
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XXX. 

Over the fields where fierce winds play, 
Where the white horse tosses a crest of spray, 
Where the iceberg's blue-veined side 
Heaves on a surge a furlong wide, 
With a cargo of life in her cabins' dun 
Reels the ship to the rising sun — 
Over the deep to the rising day 
Over the seas and far away. 

Strike up a tune and merry cheer, 
For many an aching heart is here — 
Souls that return in bitter stress 
Over the watery wilderness, 
Over the miles of tear-salt foam 
To the quiet grief of a desolate home. 
Over the miles of blinding spray 
Over the seas and far away. 

Home is home though its roof be low. 

Love is love though its ashes glow 

On a hearth o'er wandering billows gray 

Thrice a thousand leagues away ; 

And a pang will rise in the yearning breast 

To see the broad sun sink to rest. 

Over numberless hills to the shining way 

Over the seas and far away. 
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XXXI. 



First Voice. 

Fire from unyielding flint wins gold, 
Fire thaws the iceberg's massy cold, 
Fire from the wintry breast of earth 
Draws fairest buds and leaves to birth. 

Second Voice. 

Love from all Nature wins her store, 
Love melts where fire but hardens more ; 
Nor all the rosy blooms of Spring 
Rival the flowers that Love can bring. 
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XXXII. 
THE MORNING STAR. 

The worn-out watcher slumbers, 

The fire falls to embers, 
A distant bark, the sea pulse of the rising flood ; 

The dawn bird that remembers 

Long hours which he numbers 
Crowing, breaks the silences that round me brood. 

Leafless trees are bending, 

Wintry winds low wailing 
Drive thin clouds across the sinking moon — 

There are weird shadows sailing 

Over the sea, wending 
To meet the Herald Star that will be rising soon. 

Then slow morn, in breaking, 

Will quench the night-light gleaming, 
And rouse to toil the sleepers by land and sea. 

My tide is ebbward streaming, 

The light is me forsaking, 
Day, reviving all things, brings but death to me. 

How oft have I, complaining, 

When worn, and vexed, and weary, 
Longed for release from drudgery sore. 
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But alas ! the rest is dreary, 

This thought is ever paining — 
The task remains, albeit I can work no more. 

'Tis not the creeping anguish 

About my life-strings twining 
I shrink from. Not the horror of a blank unknown — 

But oh ! the eyes love-shining 

Left to pine and languish — 
The tiny hands to struggle with the world alone. 

They tell me of the splendour, 

The joy, the peace, the glory. 
Where sin, death, and sorrow no more shall be. 

I hearken to the story 

Of love so deep and tender, 
But, my darlings in want, what were Heaven to me ? 

Oh, if He Who cherished 

The little ones around Him, 
Blessing, sheltering, loving, walked the earth again — 

I had sought and found Him 

Gained my suit or perished. 
Hear me, Christ in Heaven, and help! Shall I cry 
in vain ? — 

On love's strong pinion 

The feeble prayer up soaring 
Sped thought-swift to the sapphire throne. 

And infinite love outpouring 

From that supreme dominion 
Forbad the dying Mother to endure alone. 
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See, the shadows vanish, 

A speck of light appearing 
Glows, still growing out of Heaven afar ! 

The mourner ceases fearing, 

By her side is One can banish 
Doubt and grief — the Saviour — the Morning Star. 



THE END. 
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